The whirring of the sewing machine. 
Gabriel gets up and plays

KIJIMA HAJIME /JAPAN
A Tale Told by the Scorched Tree
This is a tale which has survived out of the depths of time, of bygone ages when monkeys still were more powerful than dogs.
The queen of the monkeys had great wisdom. In all the forest none was wiser than she.
The queen would have Uked to be the mother of simian princes and princesses. But she could not bear the thought that she might by some mis fortune have a child less beautiful than herself, and so it was that she had The queen had longed for Sukitori-me to return, and when at last the day came, she dressed and made up her face with exquisite care, using the glassy waters of a forest pond for a mirror. She did not so much as mention anything smacking of a first prize. She still could not accept any Ukeness, no matter how reaUstic, which was either more or less beautiful than she was in rea?ty herself.
Time passed, and the queen grew older. She was the last of her line, and she had no heirs. In her heart of hearts, she was determined that she herself would become something which is simian and not simian so that her people might revere her forever. 
